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Torn F- 


(GODS 


“Would the 
beautiful Princess 
deign to kiss this 
sad old frog?” 


“There's no cry 

from her, the blow 
is that quickand % 
unexpected--” XS 


may 


“Tonio hit him 
| on the head with by. 
) the big stewpot.” == 


| DIRECT SALES 
| | | oo o4 1 
UL iii 


~ Spek oma 


Or stery began on the evening prior te the 
oa wedding of net just a disparate bride and 
greem, but the twe great dynasties the celestial 
couple represents. Unhappy te relinquish his 
freedom te planned matrimony, Prince Heres, along 
with his cousin Strangehands and Adastra, sister 
of the princess-bride-te-be, set off upon ene last 
adventure befere the following day's ceremonies. 

But their innecent jaunt acress the galaxies 
has taken a complex turn. Spurned and embar- 
rassed by the beauteous Adastra, the impetuous 
Strangehands soared off inte the far-flung 
heavens, with Heres in pursuit. 

Breaching the limits of time and space, the 
pair found themselves lost within the dreaded 
maelstrom known as The Eye of the Infinite and 
challenged by nene other than the imperious 


Ged called Destiny. In an unwise but courageous 
cenfrentation, Heres disappeared in a blaze of 
Destiny's judgmental ire. BN 


Meanwhile, Princess Adastra has become 
reacquainted with Aragon. Posing as the Keeper 
of the Dragens but seeming mere a prisener of 
the Abraxun creatures than their monarch, he is 
a man of doubtful purpese and perhaps a little 
tee needful of Adastra’s company... 


at | YOUNG WOT | 


EI N22 NT to Te | | 


ID -- WHAT. 
HAST THOU DONE ?/ 


iN _COLD BLOOD 
HAST THOU STRUCK 
PRINCE HEROS --. 


THOU BASE 
ASSASSIN / 


AT WHAT PROVOCATION NY HEROS, D/DST Vee 
DOTH DESTINY BECOME THOL SAY? 
| A SLAYER OF GODS 7/ J Ww 


N 
‘PON THY TONGUE 


HIS REVERED WAME 
1S DEBASED / 


THOU VILLAIN 7 


BY ALL THE 
WORLOS--! WHATE’ER 
HATH I BROUGHT P/ 


BIDE THEE HERE \ 
FOR MY RETURN, ) 


NO, THANKS AVYWAY, NO, I'D BETTER GET 
ARA-~I RECKON MY BACK TO THE StiR- 
FRIENDS’LL FACE OR THEY 

BE LOOKING / BUT A SMALL MIGHT WORRY. 


sO IT WAS \ 
NICE SEEIVG 


MATILDA, GET THEE THERE, MILADY, ART 
TO THE CANO ANO AWAIT te THOU SATISFIED ? 
ADASTRA'S COMPANIONS -- J Bs 


THEY REALLY 
UNCERSTANO \WKET 
YOU SAY, Huh? 


{ AFORE THOU DOST LEAVE 
M HIM ENTIRE. HAKGH/ 


T NEVER 
COULD RESIST 


Abh-- THIS IS SO 
UTTERLY PLEASANT, |S 
IT NOT? WHY DOST THOU 
NOT SETTLE FOR THE 4 
WHILE, DOASTRA-- . 


YEAH, © Y’KNOW; IT’S 
RIGHT--) A BIT CHILLY 
IN HERE 


PERHAPS REMOVE 
THY GARMENT. 


Ah, THINE TWIN 
YW SLOOMS ARE STILL 
APEAK-EO, 
MILADY. HARGH / 


WHEN HATH 
YE GOOS BEEN J 
SUBJECT TO 


BUT I RECALL THAT 
JUST A WHILE GONE THOU 
WERT BOTH FZY/VG AND 

LIGHTLY APPARELED. 


I WAS £4y- 
ING AROUND 
EYE TO KEEP 


i 


¥ FUNNY YOU SHOULD 
MENTION THAT-- JA 


WHEN WE MET I'D ONLY 
JUST THAT MOMENT RECOV. 
ERED MY ABILITY TO FZY-- 


TLL KEEP 
YOUR COAT 
ON. 


SHE D/SOWNED 
ME,..BANISHED NE 
FROM ORGASMA, 
TOOK NY POWER 
OF FLIGHT AWAY 
ANO ALL SORTS 
FF SHIT-— 


PARDON MY 
PRESUMPTION OF 


DT OOUBT, PRINCESS-- 


WHOA / YOW--/ I GUESS - y HORIX IS & BOY, 
NY FRIENPS ARE BACK / y 4 SIMPLY PUT -- 


NAY, ‘TIS NOT ial 
MATILOA, 7 
vd eS 
my cooKs = 
HT LIKE GODDAMN 
SS MATILOA, 
ARA/ WG 
\ | Ga ’ 


ADRIFT ALONE AM T 
IN_ THE NEVER-ENDING 
BLACKNESS OF .., A 


ARE YOU MISSING A 
FAMILY MEMBER 


N\' 
WITH ME, THEN. 


_ =- 
°F; COME ON -- 
KEEP UP. 


WE'VE GOT A LOT 


oof TO D0 IF WE'RE TO Gil SW THE YOUNG Gaps SAGA 
FIND YOUR KIN. — \ “a 1S DEDICATED To THE 
— q EVERLASTING MEMORY OF 
a aw’ YACK KIRBY (1917-1994), 
we — 4 \ ae 
v ——” t ay b 
wa > - <8 a 
oad : Zz 
- a 


WHAT SAYEST--> J , THIS DOTH RESEMBLE 
THE CHAMBERS 
pee = OF TRUTH -— 


MAYBE, DEPENDS 15 ‘PON 


WHAT MY GRANO- Ae oes Me 


6’MORNING, 


FATHER D/D 
TAO HIM. 


a. 4 
is A 1 
\ fe 


ie Y Y d No. geanora 
3 ‘ Y ) ¥)) ii G07 OUT AGAIN. 


WH 
THOU Ni 1 
ARE yy > 
aS } = 
TIME FOR Bs ca ( YEP. AND HE WHACKED 
WZ HATTER. > ae SOME GOD OR OTHER. 


NO 
C 
ALRIGHT, You — —— 
I LOOK AFTER 
STRANGE- 
HANDS, 315 -- 


STILL A BIT 
DAZED, Eh?) 


a 


v 


fel STRANGEHAN 
, AM I, MILAOY, 


SOME PEN/TENCE, 


1S YOUR BROTHER — 


FULL-BLOOD GOD... & 


I KNOW NOT THIS QW BUT “Tis 
PURPOSE, INPOBN\-~ py NY COUSIIV 


AND His 8t000 
1S THE THRONE OF 
ALL-WORLDS, 


ORANGE 
FORM, THEN, 


YES--HE WENT 
WANDER/(NG -- i 


HE ATTACKED 
SOME 
AOQVENTURERS. 


IT’S ABOUT 
6BRANOPAPA, 
ISW’T (T-- 
_— 


DID HE GO 
WANDERING 
AGAIN ? 


aS 
D-- 


WHY WOUL! WHY WOULD GRAND- 
PAPA 20 THAT-- 


WAIT UP, 
uP, 


WAIT 
DEL- ail 


‘CAUSE 
HE’S. 
_ LOONY! 


AND I RECKON IT’S 
TIME WE CHOPPED HIM 


THAT’S A 


TERRIBLE THING 4 ONLY _IF IT 


HE USED TO BE SO 
MCE, SO KIND, 
DESTINY 
HAS NEVER BEEN 
KINO, ARIA 


he 


Ye. 


TO BE RESPON- 
SIBLE -- ‘| 


| ny 


SN 


Nowapsys 


| | 
BUT WHAT | y 
TO SAY ABOUT Wl WASN'T 7RUE, As i HE’S JUST OFF 
GRANOPAPA / LITTLE SiS. g i I 7 THE RAILS. 


THAT'S WHY HEY I HAVE TOGO 
HAS TO STAY TALK TO HIM 
BT HOME. £ NOW. ARIA-~ 


>... BE AN 


HISTORICAL FIRST. 


YOU'LL STAY O/T 
OF THE WAY? 


OA, PLEASE, 
PLEASE, 
PLEASE -- 


YOU'RE AL- 
WAYS SAYING 
HOW I SHOULD 
TAKE MORE (N/- 
TEREST IN THE 

FAMILY-— 


KEEP YOUR £/P 
BUTTONED ? 


Aya 
I WON'T EVEN 
SQUEAK. 


OR ANY-SORT-OF-SELF- 
APPOINTED GOD ? _f\ 


(5 YOouR 
COUSIN A A 
BORN -- JT CHOSEN --J 
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FORGIVE MINE (MPERT/- HOW VERY I 20 APOLOGIZE, BUT ¥ 
NENCE, MILADY, BUT I RUDE_OF SINCE MODERNIZATION 
FAIL TO OLVINE M WE'VE HAD TO CEASE 50 
THY AW/MUS_IN ( Of, DEAR-- MANY CLASSICAL 


PRACTICES 1 


YOURE 
Pa ARCHAIC, OF 
COURSE. 


IT /S AWFUL 
HOW OUR TRADI- 
TIONS CAN BE JUST 


7 LOOK; TM SORRY 
I BASHED HIM so 
HARO. SEEZ-- 


a7 I DIDN'T 
MEAN TO K7LL 
HIM, ARA. 


WHAT CAN HE HAO His CLAWS Ww HE WAS SO 
I SAY? I'M" IN MY BREASTS--I SENSITIVE TO 
REALLY JUST DION’T K/WVOW BEAUTY. 
SORRY «+ WHAT 
HORIX WAS 
BUT_ SHOWING 
AFFECTION, — 
ADASTRA-— FOR THAT HE 
~ WAS MY MosT 
FAVORED LIT- 
TLE ONE. 
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PRAY, LEAVE ME VLET THES! HOW MUCH 
TEA YOU CARI 

FOR THESE 

ORAGONS. 


ARA, I'M SO 
SORRY. 


Lal 
TELL HIS MOTHER, 
PRUDENCE -- 


ay 


j 
0h, CHRIST, \ a 
I JUST DION’T 
SWE REALIZE HOW 
N MUCH... 


gg 


I FEEL I’ve DONE W 0... INFOR- 
SOMETHING SO GIVABLE. 
TERRIBLE -- 


aS 


T E, ADASTR, 
THEY HAVE BECOME 
MY FAMILY-- 


THE KEEPER OF THE 
ORAGONS HAS FAILED 
IN THIS AND YOUNG 
HORIX IS DEAD, 


YES, I KNOW 
WHAT YOU'RE 
SAYING. \ 


BUT IT’S 
NOT YourR 
FAULT -—\T 
WAS MES 


NAY, ZAM THEIR 
ml KEEPER --THUS 
THE BLAM 


MUST FALL ‘PON 
MYSELF. 


MILADV GAEA, ‘Tis EASIER CONE YT 
WILT THOU KIND- WES THAN G/VE REA 
LY TAKE MY 


SON, NILADY. 


PRAY PLACE WH 
THY HAND jin 
IN MINE, 


I AN Honore Ry 
BY THY TRUST, }) 
LADY GAEA, | ae 


A 


THOU ART NOW ENDOWED 
WITH ALL MANNER OF 
VERITIES PERTAIN-ED TO 

\ cea ee ANDO COUSIN. 


BE THIS SO, 
MILAOV? 


MIGHT WE THEN 
DISPENSE OF THY RAIN- 
BOW OF (RRITATING 

DOCUMENTS ? 


Oh; YES; VERILY 
SO, MILORO. 


MAY I OFFER DEEPEST 
REGRETS PT THE LOSS OF THY 
BELOVED PRINCE HEROS . 


S'OKAY, ARA-- DON’T YOU NEED TO 

EVERYBODY HAS APOLOGIZE -- DEAL WITH 
THE RIGHT m “HE LOSS. 
70 CRY -- j SOKAY... 


WHAT THE HELL 
WAS THAT 7/ 


JUST THIS 
ONCE MORE.., 


PRETTY QUICK ON THE I oon’t KEEP | TT pon't you I CAN'T BE- 
TRIGGER FINGER IT_IN MY DEAR LADY 5 Ee LIEVE YOu gust 
THERE, ARA! /_ I MERELY PANTIES / ™ \ TRIED THAT, 
: SOUGHT THY es DRAGON-- 
\ COMFORT-~ ah D 


JESUS --/ 
I THOUGHT 
a YOU WERE /VV 
PAIN -- 


” YOU GODDAMN 
BULLSHITTER / 


) THIS IS THE SAME 
, SHIT YOU PLLLED 


ON ME BEFORE / 


--I MACE A 
MISTAKE / 


< Ne lr. 
ADASTRA ( G , 


TUST ‘CAUSE We 
SCREWED ONCE A \ON , 
MILLION YEARS AGO, (Poa in ae) You cot Me 


YOU THINK -- eg $ ‘a ORLINK WHILE 


I DO NOT RECALL THE 
CIRCUMSTANCES, ADASTRA... 


BuT You 
WERE FAKING 
ALL ALONG -- 


ONLY QUEEN ORGANA'S 
REACTION... 


WHEN SHE DID 
OISTOVER L/S. 


OF A NAIVE YOLING 
PRINCESS YOU WERE 
EAGER TO DEFLOWER 

JUST FOR KICKS ON THE 
BRAGGING CIRCUIT! 
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AND T CAN'T BELIEVE 
YOU NEARLY STOOGED 


ME AGAIN. Y JUST 486. 


DOUBT THEE MAY 
Coes AT LOSING 


FELLED BY 
THY HAND ? 


I pousT 
EVERYTHING YOU 
20 ANO SAY, 


NOW, WHERE’S 
THE WAY OUT--? 


IT’S GODDANNED 
STIFLING \N HERE / 


THOU OID PROTEST OF WS THowet WoT 


SO PURE THEN, 
YEAH, ADASTRA, 4 


I 21EO 
Wee S Ss ae 


THOL, 

700; DOTH 
LlE TO 
eftect THY 

Tv 


HARGH/ 


WA; TN 
IW NoT So Pure 
 Vowaavs, 


NOT SINCE I LOST Ny 
VIRGINITY AND My 
ROYAL ETHRICHT 
IN ONE FEL 
DRUNKEN SW02-- 


I GOT @AMSHED TO 
THE FAR ENDS OF 
THE LIM/VERSE 


AND ON A TINY. 
PLANET CALLED EARTH 


THROW A PLINCH, 
ARAGON 7 


RIGHT. TNE HAD 
MY SAY, NOW T’M 
TAIL-LIGHTS-- 


WHERE'S THE 
GOLPPAMNEP DOOR 
IN TAS PLACE 77 
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AND S7(LL 
AT THE 70P I eee TO 
OF MY SAVT C/sT BE MICE 


BUT YOU'RE NOT WORTH 
IT, ARA. YOURE SCUM, 


CUT IT WITH THE 
SOB SHIT, PRA-- 
IT’S PATHETIC. 


GUESS I'LL HAVE TO FZyv 
OUT THE SAME WAY I FELL IN. 


DON’T GO-- 9 ON MY KNEES ZT BEG-~- 
PLEASE -- E j SEE ME ON WY KNEES, 
3 ADASTRA; I AN 
BEGGING THEE-- 


LEAVE 


O HUMP ONE 
x aot ORAGONS 
F YOU'RE SO 
DESPERATE / y 


STAY, ( TAKE Your sao N 
STAY WITH ME, Bie OFF ME, ARA,; OR 
PLEASE. TLL BREAK (r. 


WITH AUGHT BUT THE 
TO KNOW NOT AUIMAN COLO gL000, THE 
TQUcH 79 LIVE ae | STE 
12 COMPANIONSHIP. «« 
bh OF HOPE...FEELING.. . AND THE as hae 
SCALES 
BEPTILES. 


I HAVE SULFERED 
THIS EMPTINESS -- 


BUT, I MEAN... IT SHOULD BE 
IT’S NOT THE LEAST HORRIO LANOSCAPE 
- HACLISH. os OF SOR-ROW. 4 


CALL IT DON’T THINK JUST 
WHATCHA LIKE, ‘CAUSE YOU'RE /M- , 
NOW LISTEN &@- MORTAL THATCHA YOU STAY THERE 
a (MPERVIO”IS ~~ TIL I SAY IT’S SAFE 
Z TCOME OUTS 


( IF y'SEE 

LIGHTNING BOLTS, 4 

BUCK -— Att A BUNCHA 
BALONEY / 


CzEs PE e 

t ; “= De. 
T YOU'RE NOT 

WE CINDER- 

ST000 HERE, 

LITTLE S7S 


ABSOLUTELY, 
DELPHA--T’LL ADE 
BEHIND ys 


Sf  AWRIGHT, 
§ GOOD G/RL-- 


a 
YESS 


‘ GRAN 'PA--WE 
A GOTTA TALKS 


FIE YE TALK / 


=F 


*l GET YE BACK T'VER 
\ MoDeRN ways 


GRAN'PA--Y'GOTTA 
TELL ME WHATCHA DID 
TTHAT YOUNG FELLA-- 


BLO 
SWORD A-WARS 


O-- GREAT GODS. 
A-VORE--MV BROTHERS, 
STRIKE THIS ANCIENT 

FOOL TO GROLIND --/ 


FOR IT HATH SINNEO WITH 
MMPERIOUS REPROOF / 


I HATH STRUCK 
DOWN NOT ONLY THE SON 
OF ALL-WORLOS-- 


BUT YEA, IT SAY (N 
QREAP, HATH I SUNDERED 
THESE _GLISTIN’ SKIES 

A-TWAIN 


THE GLOWERING VISAGE J vA 
OF WA ‘ 


tis with considerable regret and disappointment that I must 
| inform you, my friends, that this continuing venture we share 
A. every month, BWS: STORYTELLER, is in the process of losing 
gartloads of money for our publisher, Dark Home. 

Those of you who read STORYTELLER have been wonderfully 
enthusiastic and supportive — oh, you quibble a bit, you have your 
preferences and your annoyances, hut, hey, we're family, right? But 
the problem is that there just aren't enough of you out there to help 
~ support the costs of producing the hook each month, 

T'm sure you'll agree that it’s a telling state of affairs when a 
hook that is planned to be physically pleasing and eminently 
readable cannot find fiscal success in a field called, by some, the 

T've heard from punters and critics that the $4.96 price is too 
steep to allow for high sales. I've heard more often that the book is 
well worth its cover price; an executive at Marvel Comics who buys 
STORYTELLER each month wondered aloud why Dark Horse doesn't 
charge more for such a wonderful publication. Then there's 
the complaint tendered by those who suffer the urge to place 
reading material in storage that STORYTELLER does not fit in their 
plastic hags and cardboard boxes. 

The work is not perfect, I agree, but it is the way of living 
things that they can be vigorous one day and all but morose the 
next, And it's the state of growing that creates the highs and the 
lows in STORYTELLER and its peoples. Often the synchronicity 
between myself and the characters can become so intense that I 
suffer as they do during the process of their creation; it’s true also 
that Axus has caught me off guard a couple of times and made me 
laugh out loud as I sit at my drawing table. 

This creativity, I am told, comes across in the printed, 
published book itself and I believe it is this composition of energies 
that is so important to retain as the living, breathing thing that 
| STORYTELLER is meant to be. 
| Unfortunately this aesthetic premise of elegance and energy mixed 
with vigorous drawing, color and closely crafted words is not appre- 
ciated by distributors and retailers, simply because the essential form of 
STORYTELLER — so integral to its experience, in my opinion — 
does not comply with the uniformity of comic-book display racks. 


Ie ee 


coe 


Thus, pressures to conform to the homogenic, comparatively 
airless format of the standard comic book are being pushed upon 
me if I wish some remnant of STORYTELLER to survive 
past issue 12. 

Itis, then, that I must advise you, dear reader, that after this issue 
(number 9, with the unintentionally appropriate sad Addy cover), 
STORYTELLER will not be keeping to its rigorous monthly publication 
dates, due to the uncertainty of its future and the disruption 
of my Studio's normal work schedule as I wrestle with the question of 
what shall happen to the work after its twelfth issue. 

I assure you all that STORYTELLER shall continue through to 
that number, so if you have purchased the lovely slipcase designed 
to hold your collection of the first year's publications, worry not: I 
shall fulfill that obligation to you for twelve issues, given time. 

However, to remain true to the spirit of my stories I can't say 
that I can shoehorn the cataclysm of Ammon-Gra's rebirth into the 
next three books; nor can I untangle the diverted wedding plans of 
two opposing pantheons; and Tristan Caine’s first novella has been 
planned to close at issue 14, 


CrP 
i 


But who knows what shall happen ‘next — perhaps sales 


will have picked up a bit before you get to read this tract and, behind 
the scenes, sad Addy is grinning all over and making plans for that 
trading card set she thought of doing. 

It's hard to know how things will go eventually but, dear 
reader, I feel obliged to let you all know the truths and realities 
involved in the making of BWS:STORYTELLER. 

Remember this. . . 

When all else fails — raise your standards. 


BWS. April 1997. 


DUS STONTTELIE ¢706'¢5 O50 SEMEN MILWAUKEE OR S727 TL FUL DDO 


D 


Sin 


™ 


ZARUSIVANOWVISASAIN 


fter what seemed like months, but could be years, 

of analysis that was more like scrutiny, with a 
psychiatrist whe might be human, could be an insect 
er pessibly an alien from anether planet, the man called 
Tristan Caine seems te be free of the claustrephebic 
envirenment of his decter’s office — er what he 
thought te be an office but might net have been. 
He imagines that his simple phrase, “Take me te your 
leader,” was the turn ef the key that opened his psyche 
chamber and set him free. This may er may pst be se. 

From the irradiated canyons ef pest-WwWill New 
York, where he left his friend Dava, fe the steel and 
glass palisades of an alien spacecraft hevering 
motionless abeve a dinesaur-infested forest, Tristan 
Caine seems te have ceme a long way indeed. 

Dut fer such a man as he, whe has been touched 
perhaps by madness er by seme ferm of reality net 
of his understanding, te be free of feet does not 
mean he is free of spirit ner of the consequences of 
his past life. Xd 


Stretching his own perceptions past what could 
be considered mind-shattering, Tristan now entertains 
a visiter te his carteen house whe, if the bylaws of 
reality mean anything anymere, shouldn't really exist 
in his perceived universe. Perhaps it is this uncomfert- 
able paradox that creates the barely concealed 
tension between the twe men... 


= —— - 
Tas VAKAVOXA\AN, 


r: 


OKAY--NOW LOWER 
NO, NO--I MEAN YOUR HEAD Stowty 
UP==BUT LOO Down Aes FRED ON on 
ae K 
WITH YOUR EYES’. THE FLOOR. 


THE FLOoR’s \ 

BLUE, LIKE A PURE ELL ME WHAT 
CERULEAN, RIGHT VEE Were COLOR'S 
OUT THE BOTTLE. | fm THE Fe 


I DION’T EVEN SEE HERE, WANNA 
IT CHANGE --No SHIFT, SMOKE ? 
NO NOTHING=- 


WHEN YOU _LOOK 
Ang A fae ie ls IT'S 
A DIFFEREN: 
COLOR! 


YEAH, SCRE 
TUST WANT Yo 


EVERY- 
THING CHANGES 
Bey are ALL THE 


LOOK AWAY, 
LOOK BACK-- 


HERE, USE 
MY ZIPPO LS 


u TO 
TRY ONE OF THESE. 


I GUESS IT 
WAS OPEN ALL 
ALONG / 


YOU HAVE TO 
SAY “PUFF.” 


TRY “SUCK, 


SLIKE suckine i 
ON A STRAW. 


CHRIST, IT’S A 
FILTHY HABIT, 
REALLY, 
ISN’T IT. 


$0, ARE YOU LEAD- 
ING TO SOMETHING 
HERE, TRIS 7 


GOOD, ‘CAUSE 
THE FRIDGE 
DOESN’T OPE/V-- 


BUT IT WAS YOUR CHOICE 

TO SURROUND YOURSELF 

WITH THIS CARTOOWVV 
WORLD, TRIS-— 


HOW CAN YOU Ex- 
PECT ANYTHING TO 
BE FUNCTIONING ? 


(N FACT, IT SEEMS TO 
EXIST ONLY 
(N MY (OKAY. YOUVE 


I'N SURPRISED 
AT YOU FOR 
MISSING THE POINT ¢ 


THEN IT SHOULDN'T 
MI FUCKING ZOOK REAL, 
\ SHOULD IT-= 


IT SHOULD 
LOOK IKE 
THIS -- 


ANDO I LKe 
(T LIKE THAT 


-- GIVES ME ( YEAH, I SEE, 


THE £06E/ 


‘CAUSE OTHERWISE 
IT'S A MINO-FUCK, 
IT’S b FUCKING 
MIND -FUCKS 


YEAH, W WHY WEREN'T YOU 


WORKING ON/T \WHEN 
Y | THAT. PSYCHIATRIST 
WAS SCREWING 
WITH MY HEAC? 


IT WORKED, 
60 TI LET IT 
HAPPEN. 


WELL, I DON'T L/KE 
YOUR GODDAMNED 


YOU LET /T 
STORV--\T SUCKS! 


HAPPEN. 


SO I GET DRAGGED 
THROUGH PSYCHO-HELL 
‘CAUSE IT’S YOUR JOBS 


NOW THAT I'M 
JUST GETTING THE 
HANG OF YOUR 


GOING THROUGH 
YOUR NOTES FOR 


GOT THIS Weed 
SCENAR/O-- 


‘NOTHING (S WHAT 
/T SEEMS” SHIT-- 


LAST ISSUE-- 


hn nen pes 
A 

i ag esas 

ody (T-- 


I SAW SOME PROB- / 
LEMS CROPPING LIP AND hes 


I'VE GOT YOUR 

NOTES WTH NE 

--D’YOU WANNA 
SEE? 


NO, I KNOW 
WHAT I SAID, 


WELL, OKAY--S0, FRANKLY, 
T'VE GOT A LOT OF PROB- 
“BUS SDE rie SES 
ENCOUNTER., 


“OR WHETHER YOU 
PLANNED | 


“THE FACT THAT THE 
DOCTOR IS THERE AT 
ALL MAKES ME 
THINK YOU SET HER 
UP SOMEHOW. 


CHAPTER NINE -- 


—— 


~ | ) “YOU'RE STANDING Too BS 

“YOU_TALK TO HER FOR é } CLOSE TO HER --Your_ BS 
A FEW MOMENTS, STANCE IS INCONGRUOUS 

WE CAN'T HEAR WHAT | un q TO THE SCENT = 


YOU'RE SAYING, BUT 
THE DOCTOR SEEMS 
VERY TENSE.., 


“THERE'S NO CRY FROM 
HER, THE BLOW IS 
THAT QUICK AND 
UNEXPECTED -— 


“THEN, WITHOUT THE 
SLIGHTEST WARNING 
YOU STRIKE HER HARD 
WITH YOUR FIST -- 


“JUST THE CRACK OF 
HER JAW AND TEETH 
IS HEARD. 


4 FEEL HER THIN 
NTERING 


STOP! WHAT THE WY THAT'S “TO BWS, FOR P-MAN, 
HELL ARE YOU--? BULL / CHAPTER EIGHT. ” 


IT'S THE NOTES 
YOU SENT ME, YEAH. THESE 
MORE OR LESS-- & \ ARE MY NOTES. 


“EM IN THE 
SHOPPING BAG-— 


THIS 1S DEPRAVED -~IT's “wien IT 15 DONE 
PRACTICALLY PORNOGRAPHIC-- 05S. PAGE I OPEN MV EVES TO 
REALIZE IT IS NOT THE 
DOCTOR AT ALL -- 
T DIDN'T WRITE THIS, 
T DON'T KNOW ANY- 
THING ABOLIT (7. 


. “T AM LYING. 


DO_YOU RECALL THAT ACROSS THE CRUSHED, 
MUTILATEO ROACH BODY y PULPY REMAINS OF 
IN THE LAST STORY 7 é IK, HER ROACH BODY... 


“THAT GHASTLY, SEMI- I DIDN'T P&/7_ITIN, 
HUMAN MONSTER THAT TRIS--T EFT IT IN 
HAD TORTURED ME ss BY W/S'TAKE-- 

50 OFTEN.” 7 


YOu TOOK ME WHV'D Vou P2c7- 
TOTALLY BY St/e- THAT SCENE IN 
PRISE WITH THAT-- fi THE STORY > 


y2 


. THAT I'M 


ARE YOU 
SUGGESTING 
THAT I’M 
LYING TO 
von 


ON_THE FLOOR 
THERE -- 


SO WHAT'RE YOU TM NOT WY BUT JUST SO YOU 
FRYING TO SAV? JA SURE. KNOW--T'N NOT... 
TURGING YOU 


I GUESS YOU'VE GOT 
SOME REPRESSED FEEL— 

INGS BOUT THE PSYCH/- 

\ ATRIST. Y'KNOW--THE 

\ ALIENS AND ALL THAT, 


FIRST YOU SAY YOU BOW'T 
KNOW, THEN YOU'RE SAYING 
TM REPRESSEO --'5 THIS 
AN AGENOA; HERE ? 


YOU SOUND LIKE A GOD- 
DAMNED HEADSHRINKER 
YOURSELF -— 


MP vexr YOU'LL BE TELLING ME TO 
CENTER MY BREATHING AND RECITE 
wr YOUR FUCKING 7-SH/RT MANTRAS 


Cr _| 
PN] 


\ 
TS. 


@hahariza is at ence the mest magnificent and the most 
corrupt city ef the ancient werlds. it is fitting therefore 
that the eternally eppesing ferces ef darkness and the 
mertal champions of light have converged at this spired 
epicenter ef glory. 

The mest sinister figure of Shahariza’s many legends 
bears a name unspeakable by lawful decree: that name is 
Ammoen-Gra. A creature of fire and fang, it had all but 
breught the city te flaming ruin when Axus the Great and his 
Red Legionnaires strede inte the fray and, with many men lost 
in the hellfire battle, destroyed the beast with raw sinew and 
steel befere seeing It fall inte the stygian mass of the Carth’s 
inner belly some thirty years gone. 

Teday, while Axus enjoys a beezy, lazy retirement 
from his fighting days, the feared and forbidden name of 
Ammen-Gra has returned te the lips ef a few wary men. 

Aran Ana-Kashan, haunted by supernatural visions of 
Ammoen’s fiery rebirth, has come to the jeweled city seeking 
Axus' help te thwart such a dreaded resurrection. But the 
twice-seuled warlock known as Uta-Prime has already set 
the wheels of new life turning inside the carcass of the 
ence-buried fire beast 

Thus shall the destinies of here and villain cross when 
comes their fateful time 


Just this evening past, Axus learned more of the second 
coming ef Ammon-Gra, for in a gesture of contempt mere 
flagrant than Axus’ own thieving spree, Uta-Prime invaded 
the Kalif’s palace in search of sacrificial victims for the 
bleedy revival of the dead monster. 

Although Axus seems te take such unspeakable herrors 
in stride, he cannet disguise his indignation when it comes te 
a few broken chairs and upturned tables... 


A NERSNBOOINIOE 


I GO AWAY FOR A 
S| FEW BLISSFUL HOLIRS OF 
N QUIET RECREATION... 


a 


WHAT HAPPENEL 
HERE, AVID, 


I GUESS IT ALL 


YOU ARE MY HERO. 


HI 


TEORRY ABOUT Ah 
YOUR Le/TE. 
BITE SHOES OFTEN, 


yr } a ALITA ALBU, 
YEAH, ARAN LEAPT,.,AT > aD | 7 OS Ke 


WASNIUT 
REALLY ARAN WHO 
STARTEO |T-- 


UT WHEN THAT 


WHO'S COR- 
OLANUS ? 


HE TOOK | 
YOUR PLACE. 


BUT, ‘CAUSE YEEK was 
TOTALLY OWT OF (T 
WHEN IT STARTED -- 


! 
HERE, VEEKY, & 
HERE’S YOUR 
BEEF TEA. 


I AM UTTERLY 
UNDESERVING OF 
YOUR KINONESS:,, 


ABOUT EIGHT GIN, 
WITH BITTERS, \F YOU 
MUST KNOW, AXUS. 


Aipi.! 


THEN TOMV/O HIT HIM <6 _ 
ON THE HEAD WITH THE Sees 
BI6 STEWPOT -- 


ww " HELP ME UP 
~ i ANO TO MY CRIB, 
. DEAR JENNA, 


A BITOFA 
CRUSH ON ME, 


TONIO_HIT 
HIMSELF -- 


TONIO A/T- 
HIMSELF ON 
THE HEAD-- J 


AM 


{WITH AVS OWN 
STEWPOT / 


Br SOUNDS LIKE EVERY Bi 

HAD A FUN EVENING, Y 
Be = 
mel THANKS FOR F/LL- 
A MVE ME IN, EEC. 


| 7 J 
SAY--I LOVE YOU PABA ag 
TOO, ALITA, 


( 
pe A" ‘* i——— 
a HAPPY WISH | 
WHEN GO0D HEART fe 
ALSO, ALITA. i 

j 
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ATSUNTAIN « DIR i 1S. + Kir 


BARKY WiN7SOR-SeNTr 


TH’ DRAMA O? 
[Lips te Lik Als 200m 


YOUNG GODS 

Where is Heros? We know 

he can’t be dead, but Destiny 
is convinced otherwise. It is 
a time for tragic sorrow as 
only an Old God can muster. 
Woe is he. 


THe PARADOXMAN 

It's not the distant future or 
the antediluvian past — the 
date is 1936 as Tristan Caine 
relives his first encounter 
with extraterrestrial beings. 
IhV= IAN Valo 


here is The Freebeeters preview. you're asking 

yourself. If you havent yet read my ediferial en 
page | 3 of this issue. now's a goed time. | have about 
ninety pages leff te bring each story line fe a close 
sheuld STORYTELLER cease te exist with issue 12 
It’s nef pessible fo finish all three stories in that 
number of pages, thus | have decided te concentrate 
en the twe titles that | can bring te a certain 
conclusive state by what could be fhe last issue 
This is a feuch-and-ge precess, dear reader, and 
nothing is certain at this time, but rest assured xe 
| shall keep you informed. Axus says “Hi.” —DWS % 


